THE REMINISCENCES OF CAUL SCHURZ
ing, Ben! How are you, Joe? Glad to see you, Dick!" and
there was much laughter at some things he said, which, in the
confusion of voices, I could not understand. "Why," ex-
claimed my companion, the committee-man, " there's Lincoln
himself! " He pressed through the crowd and introduced me
to Abraham Lincoln, whom I then saw for the first time.

I must confess that I was somewhat startled by his ap-
pearance. There he stood, overtopping by several inches all
those surrounding him. Although measuring something over
six feet myself, I had, standing quite near to him, to throw my
head backward in order to look into his eyes. That swarthy
face with its strong features, its deep furrows, and its benig-
nant, melancholy eyes, is now familiar to every American by
numberless pictures, It may be said that the whole civilized
world knows and loves it. At that time it was clean-shaven,
and looked even more haggard and careworn than later when
it was framed in whiskers.

On his head he wore a somewhat battered " stove-pipe "
hat. His neck emerged, long and sinewy, from a white collar
turned down over a thin black necktie. His lank, ungainly body
was clad in a rusty black dress coat with sleeves that should
have been longer; but his arms appeared so long that the sleeves
of a " store " coat could hardly be expected to cover them all
the way down to the wrists. His black trousers, too, permitted a
very full view of his large feet. On his left arm he carried a
gray woolen shawl, which evidently served him for an overcoat
in chilly weather. His left hand held a cotton umbrella of the
bulging kind, and also a black satchel that bore the marks of
long and hard usage. His right he had kept free for hand-
shaking, of which there was no end until everybody in the car
seemed to be satisfied. I had seen, in Washington and in the
West, several public men of rough appearance; but none whose
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